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The ashes were knocked from the cigarette into the empty beer bottle as he looked out over the street that 
was behind the venue they were to play at that night. As much as he loved playing music, as much as he 
loved saving people's lives, as much as he knew all this was what he wanted when he was sitting in his 
bedroom as a teenager, sometimes he wondered what It was like to just.. not be famous. Of course he loved it. 
He loved the screaming crowds, the fans reaching out to touch him as he performed for them. They kept him 
going, but at the same time, he couldn't help but sometimes feel hollow inside. Lonely, and a little bit sad. 


| was wondering where you were." 


It was Ashley's voice that pulled him out of his daze as he snuffed the flame out of the cigarette, sticking the 
butt of the cancer stick into the empty bottle. Of course he knew drinking and smoking was bad for him. He did 
plenty of stuff that wasn't good for him, but he did it anyway. He was able to muster a tired smile to Ashley, 


who joined him, leaning against the wall with a far more vibrant smile on his face. Sometimes he envied the 


bassist. 


Time wasn't given to him to respond as he felt an arm around his shoulder, pulling him close as his hair was 
fluffed a bit, some sort of street pest running across the paved alley way in front of them. He was thankful 
he had Ashley. They'd become fast friends, and he wouldn't have it any other way. Considering they all met via 
the musicians classifieds in Los Angeles, he was a bit impressed that nobody had resentment for each other. It 
was a good thing, though, and he was quite happy for it. 


"Buck up, man. We gotta be on stage in a few hours. You look like death." 

‘Sorry, dude, you know I've been sick as fuck lately," he said, shaking his head a little and exhaling into the cold. 
The fact it was probably thirty degrees out and he was only in a shredded shirt. "Y'know. You ever wonder if 
there's more out there? | mean, shit. Feels like we've got it all.” 

“There's always more, man, that's what he keep working for. This mysterious idea of more. Without it, we'd 
just, y'know, be sedentary." For all his perversions, he was able to be poetic from time to time. "Just ‘cause 
you have it all, doesn’t mean you can't like, want more." 

"| guess so. | mean, l'm living the dream. But | feel like something's missing." 

"Are you sure it's not just gas?" 

Andy couldn't help but laugh and shake his head. He felt much better already, though he couldn't muse over it 
because arms around his shoulder started pulling him inside the venue. "C'mon. Lets get inside. It's cold as balls 


and they'll be bringing in the meet n' greet people soon" 


"Yeah. Alright, lets go." 


